THE NEW  MACHIAVELLI

them that the concentration of property that had
made them wealthy, had cut their children off from
the general social sea in which their own awkward
meeting had occurred, without necessarily opening
any other world in exchange. My uncle was too much
occupied with the works and his business affairs and
his private vices to philosophise about his girls; he
wanted them just to keep girls, preferably about six-
teen, and to be a sort of animated flowers and make
home bright and be given tilings. lie was irritated
that they would not remain at this, and still more
irritated that they failed to suppress altogether their
natural interest in young men. The tandems would
be steered by weird and devious routes to evade the
bare chance of his bloodshot eye- My aunt seemed to
have no ideas whatever about what was likely to hap-
pen to her children. She had indeed no ideas about
anything; she took her husband and the days as they
came.

I can see now the pathetic difficulty of jny cousins'
position in life; the absence of any guidance or in-
struction or provision for their development. They
supplemented the silences of home by the conversa-
tion of schoolfellows and the suggestions of popular
fiction. They had to make what they could out of life
with such hints as these. The church was far too
modest to offer them any advice. It was obtruded
upon my mind upon my first visit that they were both
carrying on correspondences and having little fur-
tive passings and sceings and meetings with the
mysterious owners of certain initials, S. and L. K,
and, if I remember rightly, "the R. N.," brothers and
cousins, I suppose, of their friends. The same thing
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